THE YAWNING WEST
A  darkness   masked as light its angry   motion hurls,
The lost dark sun shines like a hungry vulture's eye,
A serpent way from horizon to horizon swirls
Its flow of aimless, dreamless travellers. Destiny
In a soul-paralysed wakefulness sets world-life to.swim
On a sweet-coloured poison-deep. Demon shades
Recast into dire splendours through human faces gleam
In a flesh-festivalled glory: shimmering flame pervades
From the hard black-fire mouth of mortality and men's
gaze
Is blind with burning undelight: Hideously nude,
The body moves, a myriad-mooded carnal blaze
In a death-desiring  day, the devil's prostitute.
On the far western shore the breaking old world roars,
The vampire witch her all-devouring dragon face
Opens where the evening scene of evil floods and pours
The blood of an old sun.
Here a pure crystal grace
Crowns the horizoned east far from that tossing sea;
New evolution here unrolls its tranquil white- ,
Mooned consciousness.